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Something in the way he moves 


Author's Notes: 


| didn't follow this prompt exactly but | hope the requestor will indulge me. This gift is only a small token 
compared to the wonderful friendship she has given me, and so a Happy Holiday to dear Helenal 


Sam had never been an athlete, and that was why he seemed..not graceful. Danny had decided this some time 


ago. But the boy who loved him was forever finding excuses for this seeming flaw.. 

No, its not a flaw, he's just uncoordinated sometimes 

And yet, there was an elegance to Sam, no one could deny it. That flawless face, the sharp symmetry of his 
body, and the way he played, holy fuck. It just came out of him like it had been there the whole time, waiting 


within the confines of his brain. 


So why not? he reasoned, there would be a day in which Sam would suddenly finally find his agility on stage. 


Although anyone could argue it existed by virtue of his fleet-fingered performances, intricate bass lines in a 


continual call-and-response to the voicings of his bandmate-brothers. I+ didn't really matter, did it? But 
because Danny loved Sam so much he wanted everything for him, wanted everyone to love him as much as he 


did. 


They had been advised not to read reviews of any kind but Danny would skim a few now and again and in one 
of them the writer had referred to Sam as “coltish" and when he looked it up he was conflicted by its meaning 
- energetic but awkward - because he could equally argue as much for that judgment as against it. They all 
brought a similar amount of energy to their labors, meaning: everything they possessed, and the trick was 
learning to control it, to pace oneself throughout the length of a performance. Sam's brain moved so fast, and 


Danny was of the opinion that his body was forever trying to catch up to it. 


In the end, when he looked at the other onstage all he saw was everything he loved, tied to every memory 
they shared. But when he watched videos of their gigs on YouTube and Instagram, he sympathetically cringed a 
bit. 


Awww baby, maybe / can teach you how to dance? 


Of course, Danny smirked to himself, he could just barely do so, thanks to JoJo giving him a few tips from her 
years-long study of ice dancing. And the endless pursuit of rhythm helped as well. That's what he didn't quite 
get about Sam's shortcoming. But Sam was only partially a rhythmic kind of player - it was more like he and 


Jake were both soloists interacting simultaneously. 
It was that audacious brain of his, yet again. 


Josie counselled that on some level dancing was not about thinking, but about feeling. Feel the music, and let 


your body respond to it. 


It was a hilarious thought, considering offering tutelage. But they had taught each other how best to please, 


each of them awkward but... 
enthusiastic 


„then possessed of their own unique rhythm in desire. 
ust let Sam be Sam, he told himself, shaking his head at this silly fixation 


As if he could be anything other than himself. Although Danny could say this of all the Kiszkas, Sam had 
always been himself, he didn't even try to temper his personality in any way. And Danny loved him for it. 
Danny always looked to align himself with the mood of the room, wanting to be helpful, wanting to be kind. But 
Sam could only be Sam, and respond from that viewpoint. You had to be brave, sometimes, to be wholly 
yourself in the face of possible censure. Danny tried to learn from that example, while also trying to convince 


Sam that sometimes it was okay to bend. That it could be rewarding in any number of ways. 


He'd get the smirk but it worked..mostly. 


On the bus, Josh had put on some Afro-Funk playlist and Danny was into it, nodding his head in time with a 
polyrhythm weaving around the bassline, seeming both in front of and behind the beat. Like, how does that 
happen? he wondered. You'd need at least three hands fo do it in real time. Parts of his body moved almost 

unconsciously as it seeped into him. 

"Daniel what are you doing?" Sam asked quietly from the other end of the couch. 

"What? Its funky!" 

"And so that makes you twitchy?" 

The response was a pillow to the face, which Sam didn't quite manage to duck. 

See, you never really learned how to dodge, did you babe? 

"L am grooving to this song, thank you very much." 

"You don't say," Sam countered, dryly. 

"| do say. And besides, like you can?" 

"Excuse you, | can groove. | can groove for fuckin’ days" 

"Lemme see it" 

Sam made a face. "| mean, this is good but its not really my kind of thing.’ 

"Uh-huh." 

"Shaddup! Don't tell me | can't groove, I'm the fuckin’ bass player!" 

Danny snickered He shouldn't rile Sam up on purpose, but it was always hilarious. 

‘| just worry about you, is all. Like, can you really feel the funk?" 


He stated it in such a reasonable caring tone that Sam's immediate response was exaggerated effrontery. 


"What?! That's ridiculous! Of course | know funk when | hear it!" 


"But can you feel it? That is the question” 
‘Its not a question! There's no question!" 


Danny lost it then, Sam looked so comically aggrieved - and he was gorgeous at every moment - but the way 


he looked right now was just.. 

precious 

„and made him melt all the more. He slid down to Sam and cupped the other's face in his hands. 
"Can you feel it?" he asked, his voice dropped to a low whisper. 

‘lm gonna make you feel somethin’ in a minute, boy." 


"Groovy," Danny replied, eyes wide, smile eager. 


And Sam being Sam, well, he wasn't going to let that stand. Oh no. 


If pressed, Danny might have to admit he was hoping for just that outcome. But as added incentive he 
promised all sorts of things if a certain bass player got funky that night. Sam gave him a rather yeah yeah 
yeah kind of smirk but from the way his eyes widened Danny knew the hook had sunk. He knew Sam as well as 


he knew himself and that look meant a late night of sweat and friction was imminent. 


He could see the idea taking hold as Sam dressed, pulling out his black satin pants from one of the wardrobe 


trunks, and spying Danny's lust-glazed observance in the mirror, winked at him. 


There wasn't a moment when he didn't think that Sam was the most beautiful person in the world, but there 
were moments when his entire body wanted to scream it to the universe. It was all he could do some nights 
not to just carry the other offstage after the final song, were he not shaky and near-exhausted himself. Sam 


was at his most beautiful after exertion..of almost any kind. 


Danny felt a weird thrill as he dressed, looking over the various necklaces he had to choose from, both 
aroused and slightly regretful - how could he suggest the person he loved most in this world was anything 
less than magnificent? But they both knew it was a game, and they had teased each other since forever, it 
was part of their chemistry. Sam would make people scream tonight, Danny was convinced. And since that 


happened anyway, well, everyone would be in for a treat. 


(but especially me) 


Gathered in their common room, waiting for stage call, Danny remembered some drum tutorial he'd watched 
on YouTube..who had it been? Oh, that guy from Rush, who'd said he'd learned from some other guy that 
drumming was like dancing, or it should be, anyway. And he got it, even if he wasn't entirely sure he could be 
that graceful - at least, not yet. An intricate dance behind the kit, a rhythm shared with his instrument and 
together they moved everything: the band, the crowd, the songs. 


Josh had his head bowed, Sam was trading jabs with Ryan, Jake was trying to juggle their used shot glasses - 
their tradition of taking a pre-show shot ("Rock n'Rolll") already enacted. The detailing on each of their outfits 
glittered under the fluorescents and the air was thick with expectation, nervous energy, and just plain desire to 


get out there and interact with everyone, to enter once more into the Orb of Love. 
How is this my life, again? 


A constant wonder. In all ways. 


When the roar hit them, wrapped them up in its embrace it felt like all the intoxicants of the world bundled 
into one. Sam would give him a grin, eyes wide, and they would laugh in disbelief, every time. They pinched each 


other, sometimes, just to center themselves in the moment. 


Danny wondered if he was watching Sam a little too closely, expecting the evidence of his teasing wager, knew 
he was when Jake threw him a look during "Black Smoke Rising" like, Did you forget where you are, hello? and 
Danny blushed hot even with the fan trained on him. He nodded briefly, making sure he found his place in the 
song. The next time Sam came to the riser he was smiling, but not in a mocking sort of way - Busted! More in 


a Happy to be here! way, which made Danny smile in turn. 
Me too, dude, me too. 


Never just to watch that long-legged sylph move in his own beautifully particular way, tossing his head and 
twisting his body, but it was a definite perk of getting to do what he'd always wanted to do, with the one 
person he would have shared a stage with no matter what. Success was amazing, but success without Sam 


was unthinkable. 


The evening was nearly transcendent, though there were a few things Danny noticed: Sam playing his run in 
"Flower Power" with one hand while signaling their monitor guy with the other (More Danny, less Jake), Josh 
couldn't stop giggling at one point in "Black Flag Exposition," Jake almost got tangled again during his signature 
behind-his-head solo. But then they'd reached the end and Danny tried not to smirk during "Curtain" because it 


was fun to play, he loved the swing of it, and it was a perfect opportunity for Sammy to get a little funky. 
And he did, but not quite enough to count. 


They came off in a rush of sweat and smiles and Danny whispered "Oh you are so gonna owe me," and Sam 


replied, "It's not over yet" 


They returned to the stage fifteen minutes later, thoroughly warmed-up now and ready to hit the 
stratosphere. 


Danny considered it might happen during "Lover, Leaver" because they could lock in on that groove so tight it 


felt like sex. Hls heart pounded even harder to think about watching Sam let go, getting lost in the moment and 
in their rhythm. 


Please Sammy, let me watch you get off on what we do. 

But it wasn't until they transitioned to "Highway Tune" that Sam walked to his side of the stage and smoothly 
dropped down into a crouch as the downbeat came in. The crowd lost their shit, everyone in the closest 
section to him dancing wildly like they were at Woodstock. Danny laughed with sheer joy. 

Yeah, that's my boy right there! 

Sam did what Danny called his "flamingo pose" a few times and then another drop coming out of the solo. When 
he came to the riser as they transitioned back into the second half of "Lover, Leaver" Danny mouthed you win 
at him and Sam was adorably smug in his triumph. He walked back to the front, wiggling his ass as he went. 
Danny looked up at the rigging for a moment, trying not to lose his composure or his place. It was okay to let 
Sammy think he got his way because Danny knew he was the true winner in all of this. 

Hours later and miles away on the bus, ensconced in the back lounge with the door locked and the lights down 
low, they lay in a tangle of limbs, Sam wrapped around Danny and panting with satisfaction. Danny was a-glow 
in the feeling of being surrounded by the skin and bones of his beloved, and that light in Sam's eyes of being 
well and truly fucked. 

"You were right about that," Sam finally said after catching his breath. 

"Well there's so many things." Danny replied and Sam playfully nipped his shoulder. 

| mean, it's fun to just let go in a moment and really feel it." 

"Uh-huh, well, we can do that right now too. Again" 

Sam's smile turned devilish as he climbed off of Danny. "Stand up." 


Danny made a comical grimace. "I dunno, you wrung me out, Sam-a-lama." 


"C'mon Gojira, | know you can." 
Danny got off the couch, feeling oddly vulnerable even as no one but Sam could see him. 


Sam looked him up-and-down, eyes still alight with desire. "Every time | look at you it's like you're some kind of 


natural wonder.” 
Damy blushed again with a soft chuckle. "And you're a work of art," he replied, drawing the other to him 
"Wait, wait - | know what you came here for: 

And with that, he dropped to his knees again and Danny made a crowd goes wild kind of noise. 

"So limber, so sexy!" 

"But can | feel the funk? 

Dany pulled Sam back up and then swept him off his feet. 

"You can feel whatever you want, babe, but l'm gonna be feelin’ you right now! 


Sam brayed with laughter and surrendered to the moment as Danny swung him around and deposited him back 


on the couch. 


